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burning and then laid across the open palm), learned,
through Scottish history books, to curse the English,
who undoubtedly lost the Battle of Bannockburn, when
their cavalry were brought to the dust among the
caltraps of the Drummonds, acquired an accent, which
rendered me unintelligible when I returned South to
my own family, and picked up what little ballast of
character I possess.
These are happy days in spite of the lugubrious
Sundays. Then all the blinds are decently pulled down,
the piano and bookcases locked up, no books allowed
except the Bible and a volume of Swedenborg; even
whistling is an irreligious outrage. I shall never forget
the solemn indignation of my "Aunt," Mrs. Paterson,
when I descended the stairs on my first Sunday, whistling
" Mair-rtin Hair-rvey, d'ye no ken it's the Sawbath ! / "
After breakfast, a passage from Swedenborg's "Arcana
Coelestia" is read aloud; then off to Church in a gloomy,
purposeful procession.
The chemist shops are open, but only for the sale
of little packets of strong, circular peppermints, scal-
loped round the rim, with appropriate texts, such as
"Thou God seest me" printed on them in red letters,
As we settle ourselves for the Pastor's interminable
discourse these packets are opened and the contents
are gravely passed down the pew for the refreshment
of the congregation, and give off a vapour, agreeably
combined with pomade, which floats, heavily about the
sacred edifice.
I loved, after school hours, to hang around the
artists who were at work on the designs of Persian and
Cashmere patterns for the famous shawls, and to play
among the bales of wool, stored up for their use; but
more than all did I enjoy sitting beside the old weavers
in their cottages, and watching them ply the beam and
shuttle, as they smoked their cutties, soaked in the
reeking atmosphere compounded of shag and the warm
vapour which arose from their spit on the boards of
their little low-ceiled rooms* Memorable, too, were